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a copper.   She used up nearly all my chalk." He looked up
hopefully at Amos*

"She said you'd give me something."

But Amos was searching for the message on the walL
Then he found it. "Amos same time tomorrow I can't
wait for ever Kami wear your cloak wont you."

"She said she'd poke her finger in your eye if you didn't
give me a copper," shouted the small boy.

Amos considered him severely. " Learn to speak the truth,
young boy. Do you know what is written in the Sacred
Scriptures? Lying lips are an abomination to the Lord, and
the forward tongue shall be cut off."

He wagged his finger and walked away, leaving the small
boy to put out his tongue and weigh a handful of mud.

The mark was too good to miss. A lump of mud landed
on the back of the yellow cloak, and a small boy scudded
for safety, knocking over an old man who was leading a goat
on a halter. Amos was agonised. How would he wash the
cloak in time for the morrow without arousing his father's
suspicion? For he hadn't shown the cloak at home. O why
hadn't he bought security for a copper?

UNABLE to bear the waiting, Servilia decided to call on
Porcia. Besides, she wanted to see how Porcia was taking
things; she hoped somehow to find her broken down. But
Porcia was still radiant; her low smooth brow, her calm
white face, her burning blue eyes, had never revealed greater
happiness. After her breakdown on the morning of the
murder she had reawakened with her nimbus of contentment
intact. She clasped the hands of Servilia, honoured to touch
the woman whose flesh had borne Brutus; and Servilia was
disturbed, as she had been for weeks now, by something
witless in the radiance of her daughter-in-law, also her niece,
A thought struck her.

"Are you with child?" she asked, abruptly.

"No," said Porcia, who, to Servilia's relief, did not take
the question as a curious salutation; but the thought had
penetrated to her mind. She had borne a son to her first
husband Bibulus; but she had never thought of giving
Brutus a son, she felt too complete in the lap of his love.